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AHOY, THE PILOT HOUSE r ) , 
BIG CROWD ON THE JLj 
DOCK... DON'T KNOW \\ 
WHAT THEY'RE UP TOrJ : 


f WE'LL FIND OUT \ 
WHEN WE TIE UP J 
THERE TO TAKE f 
J, ON CARGO? J 
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MY FRIEND 
HONEST AS THE RIVER ITSELF! 
HE'LL MAKE NO TRADES 
L^NDP"*]^ /, think HE w Tll> 

vv II s BLJT WHEN r ' 
m II ( THAT G0LD ' T MAY N0T 

W \ LET YOU GO EVEN 
XsjN--.. THENl 
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1 BRING HIM ALONG, JEB/ ~**& NO f CATFISH .' S| 11/ CATFISH— IS THAT THE )( IT'S TOO LATE TO ! 
[WE'LL BE SAFE IN A MOMENT rj[ WHERE'S CATFISH? J A LITTLE SHAVER ? WE'VE \j EVEN YOURSELVES * 
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WELL, IF YOU'RE 
AS GOOD A SWIMMER 
AS YOU SAY 
J ARE. 



I USED TO SWIM THE 
ENGLISH CHANNEL 
BOTH WAYS FOR 
WEEK-END WORKOUTS, 
SIR, AND TAUGHT DIVING 
TO BACKWARD SEALS IN 

CIRCUSES FOR YEARS ' 
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RUN ALONG, FUNNY 
AND TELL THE 
IVE A DATE WITH 



JNNY BOY, ) 
MAYOR y 
TH THE/ 






HIT COMICS 




HIT COMICS 




HIT COMICS 



BRAVE BOB* 


S WHAT, WITH 


NOT GO THERE 


*) SWAB 


AY WITH ME.-, 


/ CONTACTING 


IUR TACATTA? 


1 A SETUP LIKE 




THAT<HE'S MY 




PAL,ANDWHATfc 




HIS ISMINEfl'M 
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' BUT THIS ONE \/ NO DOUBT HE DOES HAVE A HEART, \ 
f HAS THE HEART, /(OR A REASONABLE FACSIMILErBUT 
OF THAT I CAN <V WITH SUCH A FREAK, IS THE HEART 
MAKE SURE i J ^\ IN THE RI6HT PLAGE 




I SHOULD THEENK THE XW NO.' NOT THERE f COME, 
HEART EES LOCATED M THE KNIFE...I CAN SHOW 
YOU BETTER THAN I 
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JEB RIVERS was at the wheel of the swift 
river packet, Paragon, and he gazed into 
the gloomy night with the eye of an expert. 
Like all crack pilots, he knew every inch of 
the old Mississippi. He could tell by a combina- 
tion of full experience and accurate instinct 
just where to steer to keep to the channel and 
avoid the sand bars and snags. His skillful 
hands operated the wheels as if by inspiration. 
But plainly his attention was not undivided. 
Young Catfish watched his friend with mystified 

Up the ladder from the Texas, hurried a lithe 
figure in jacket and pantaloons, but plainly not 
masculine. It was lovely Mamie, Captain Pel- 
ham's daughter. 

"Jeb, I'm worried," she said. "Dad thinks he's 
going to expose a crooked riverboat gambler 
down there in the main saloon, but I'm afraid 
he'll lose everything at cards." 

"Might the gambler be a burly man with 
sidewhiskers?" asked Jeb. "Does he wear a 
long brown frock coat and a high silk hat?" 

"That's right. Only the high silk hafs set- 
ting on a chair beside 'him, instead of on his 
head. How did you know?" 

"I've seen him ashore," said Jeb, "and I know 
his method. Take the wheel, Marnie. I'll look 1 
into that game." 

' Jeb descended to the saloon, and at once 
spied a table with five or six card players. As 
he . approached, one of the men rose with a 
rueful laugh. "Cleaned out," he said. "You're 
plumb lucky, Colonel Creel" 

The frock-coated man addressed as Colonel 
Creel raked in the money. "Thank ye, gents," 
he said. "Too bad our party's short by one 

"Let me take his place," offered Jeb, his 
hand on the back of the empty chair. 

"Wait a moment, sir." Colonel Creel rose 
and faced him. "By your leave,, sir." He. patted 
Jeb's pockets with his hands. "I" always make 
it a rule to ask my companions at cards 'to lay 
aside all weapons." 

"I never carry gun or knife," replied Jeb. 
"Do you?" 

' "Search and see," said Colonel Creel. Jeb 
touched Creel's pockets. They held no weapons. 
>"Now, sit down, sir. Your name?" 

"Rivers." Jeb put money on the table. "Who. 

"I do," said Captain Pelham, shuffling the 
cards. "It's draw poker. Ante, gentlemen." 



The hand was played, and Colonel Creel 
took another pot, The stack of money in. front 
of him grew almost to a barricade. Captain 
Pelham glowered. 

"I wonder if you aren't too lucky," he told 
Colonel Creel. 

"Sir, tfo you suggest — " began the colonel. 

"Come, gentlemen, no suspicions," said Jelr 
gently, "Ifs my deal, I think," 

He dealt cards all around. Colonel Creel 
opened, and others bet. The table stakes grew; 
one or two players dropped out. Finally Cap- 
tain Pelham laid down his cards with a sigh, for 
he had wagered heavily. "Too much for me," 
he confessed, "Colonel, it's between you and 
Jeb Rivers," 

"I call," Colonel Creel began to gather in 
the money. "Four kings." 

"Wait!" snapped Jeb. "I have four aces." He 
showed them. 

Colonel Creel stared, and muttered profane- 
ly. "Impossible!" he spluttered. 

"It seems so, doesn't it?" smiled Jeb. "Be- 
cause you know the four aces are up your left 
sleeve — ready to be slipped in at the right 
time, the way you slipped those kings from 
your right sleeve, But I know these gambler- 
cheating tricks, though I don't use them except 
to punish cardsharps. I carry extra cards, too!" 

Colonel Creel roared, and reached toward 
the high silk hat that had rested, upside down, 
on the chair beside him. It was gone.' 

"I tipped off Catfish to care for your hat," 
said Jeb, and Catfish came to Jeb's elbow, 
the hat in his hand. Reaching in, Jeb brought 
out an ugly looking double-barrelled pistol. 

"You make your opponents lay aside their 
weapons, and. pretend to do the same," Jeb 
accused Creel. "But you keep one in your hat, 
ready for trouble. Well, this is trouble, sir." 

"Off my boat, you scoundrel," Captain Pel-: 
ham ordered the cardsharp. 

"At the very next landing," spluttered Creel. 

"No, right now!" said Jeb. He stepped to- 
ward Creel, who tried to grapple with him. 
There was a flurrying scuffle, the sound of a 
blow. Next instant Jeb had the gambler by 
the collar, rushed him out on deck. There 
was a loud splash, and Jeb came back, smiling. 

"He can swim ashore, it's only a dozer* 
strokes," announced Jeb. "Captain Pelham, help 
me return this money to the players Creel 
cheated. And, Catfish! Go put and throw Creel's 
high silk hat after him." 
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BLACKIE, I KNEW 1 








LOUIE? WM 


SEEN THATBABE.AI 


DIN, 




I'LL TAKE CARE JH 


JUST REMEMBERED 


I'LL 




fc OF IT 




SET MY PAROLE IT'S 










BETTY BATES, THE 
L SHE SENT ME UP f 
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HOW TERRIBLY 
THRILLING 
KNOW I'LL LOSE 
BUT I'LL LOVE 




J^HE, EDDIE? J 
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